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FOR THE HIVE. 


ONESIMUS. 
7 “ Dum vivimus, vivamus.”—Horace. 
« If ye live after the flesh, ye shall die; but if ye thro’ the 
spirit, do mortify the deeds of the body, ye shall live.’"—Pavt. 


No. 4. 





Flushed with the spirit of fatriotism, or, in other words, puff- 
ed up with the tympany ‘of self-conceit, see, majestically stalking 
(to use a homely phrase,) like a crow in a gutter, with head 
erect, and dressing, alternately to the right and left, that petty 
votary of the god of bloodshed! Could we but view him, after 
the fatigue of the day, when stripped of his half-moon hat, his 
tinsel’d livery of blue and red, his military boots, and gloves of 
martial buff, his costly sword, and other machinery, appearing 
quite as much a /a militaire when lying in a picturesque group 
upon his ¢oé/et, as when heaped upon his tender frame; could 
we but catch a peep of his downy face, after his fierce mustachios 
have been washed off: we should be at a loss which to admire 
most, the temerity of his papa, the vanity of the boy, or the 
blameable indifference of those, who appointed him a defender of 
his country’s rights. 

But alas! how comes it that in this enlightened Christian zra, 
our “ swords have not been beaten into ploughshares, and our 
spears into pruning-hooks ?” Why, seeing it was of old prophe- 
sied, that when Shiloh, the prince of peace, should come, “ the 
government should be upon his shoulders,” “ to him should the 
gathermg of the people be,” and “ men learn war no more ;” 
why do we hear of military schools, and seminaries, which, while 
they profess to instruct our beloved youth in the principles of 
the religion of Jesus, presume also to stab it in its very vitals! 
O tempora! QO moree! “ What communion hath “ght with 
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darkness 2?” Or how can I, in the spirit of charity and truth, 
which is the spirit of prayer, address the throne of beneficence 
in the petition, ‘* forgive us our trespasses as we forgive those 
who trespass against us’”—while advancing, at the command of 
an ambitious, blood-thitsty fellow mortal, to plunge my bayonet 
into the bowels of a brother ! 

The “ meek and lowly” Captain of our Salvation, in whose 
school alone we are required to learn, informs us that “ his king- 
dom is not of this world, else would his servants fight” after the 
manner of the nations of the world; and the faithful veteran 
who “ fought the good fight” under his banner (“ and his ban- 
ner over us is /ove’’) declares that the weapons of the Christian’s 
warfare are “ not carnal but spiritual.” I will produce some of 
the armour from the Heavenly arsenal, and let the impartial in- 
spector judge, if it be not much better calculated to “‘ overcome” 
than that, which is forged at the Vulcanic factories of the “* God 
of this world.” ‘ Finally, my brethren, be strong in the Lord, 
and in the power of his might: put onthe whole armour of God, 
that ye may be able to stand against the wiles of the Devil. For 
we wrestle not against flesh and blood, but against principalities, 
against powers, against the rulers of the darkness of this world, 
against spiritual wickedness in high places. Wherefore take 
unto you the whole armour of God, that ye may be able to with- 
stand in the evil day, and having done all, to stand. Stand, there- 
fore, having your loins girt about with truth, and having on the 
breastplate of righteousness, and your feet shod with the prepa- 
ration of the gospel of peace. Above all, taking the shield of 
faith, wherewith ye shall be able to quench all the fiery darts of 
the wicked; and take the helmet of salvation and the sword of 
the spirit, which is the word of God.” 

I am aware that the above quotation, from the general orders 
issued fram head quarters, will be sneered at by many, and mis- 
understood by some, but am willing to believe that there are a 
few even in Lancaster, (this sink of depravity) who will consider 
it as worthy of attention. 

And now, gentle reader, let the few characters, which I have 
noticed, out of an innumerable multitude, suffice as specimens 
of those, who are “ living after the flesh’ and dying daily to 
every thing truly great and good ; becoming, or already having 
become, useless members of society, and who shall have no part 
nor lot in that “ inheritance which is incorruptible, undefiled, 

and fadeth not away.” 


ONESIMUS. 


eee ~ 
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Friend Editor, there is a great difference between the vowels 
0 and wu, which thou wilt: readily discover by adverting to the 
Mistake in my 2d number, where son is put for sun (of right- 
eousness.) If there had been any beauty in the simile it would 
have been entirely marred. 
ONESIMUS. 


We acknowledge the * difference” above alluded to: and 
must beg “ Onesimus” and his readers to excuse these typogra- 
phical errors, which will creep into the best regulated journals. 
‘We always read the proof in haste, and read as it should be in- 
stead of reading as it is. Ed. 


PSULLOUCHORISMACHIA.*-——ror THE HIVE; 


“ Bella! Horrida bella.’’ 


Hail native pow’rs of time-surviving song ; 
That flash like nature’s summer gleams along, 
And dazzle darkness with a piercing flame, 
The darkness of the mind, a civil name ; 





* Or “the battle of the Fleas and Bed-bugs.” 1 am sorry, 
Mr. Editor, to speak of these insects in plain English, lest some 
nice maiden or prudish aunt should “ make .up noses’ at it. 
But so it happens, that did I not explain this long word in En- 
glish, they would quarrel with me on behalf of their characteris- 
tic curiosity ; and so I should be scolded as a pedant. . And I 
would rather any day encounter the sneers of nicety and the 
wrinkles of prudery, than the omnipotent artillery of a woman’s 
curiosity—The curious critic wil! doubtless perceive, I have 
followed Homer in manufacturing a-name. His “ battle of the 
Frogs and Mice,” if it be his, is, in anglicised Greek, “ Batracho- 
muomachia.”” The following fine allusion, to this child of 
Homer’s sportive muse,’is from Beattie’s English version of 
Addison’s Latin poem, ‘* The battle of the Cranes and Pigmies.”’ 


Not half so furious blaz’d the warlike fire 
Of mice, high theme of the Meonian lyre, 
When bold to battle, march’d the accoutred frogs, 
And the deep tumult thunder’d throuzh the bogs ; 
Pierc’d by the bulrush-javelin on the shore ; 
Here agonizing roll’d the mouse in gore ; 
And there the frog, a scene full sad to see, 
Shorn of one'‘leg, slow sprawl’d along on three. 
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Whose flash quick smites, with tenfold blast the crew, 
Which wars on genius, to its nature true ;t 

Whose force, as pointers lead the lightning’s blaze, 
Along the path of downward folly plays, 

Or deals its bolts where no pure virtues fend, 

When fore’d by vice its lofty bounds to rend; 

And yet whose blows, too oft are turn’d aside ; 

As Franklin’s art could fire from Heaven guide, 

+t This sentiment as well as the occasion of this poem, will be 
better understood in the sequel. However, to give them a partial, 
yet forceful illustration, I will subjoin the following remarks, on 
a certain AcADEMY, in New-England, by a young lad of fine 
talents, who had been expell’d from it, for no cause, but the 
possession and exercise of an independent mind. 

‘¢ Non scelus invenies....si bene quzeras.” 

‘© The maxim; which precedes these paragraphs, will be under- 
stood by the dullest pedagogue that ever presided in an aca- 
demy. It is easy to conceive, that such a creature may have a 
tolerable smattering of the dead languages, although he may 
not be able to read or write a sentence of elegant or even cor- 
rect English. Itis to this cause, perhaps, that we ought to 
ascribe that muddiness of intellect, and total neglect of taste, 
which too often distinguishes the teachers in our seminaries, 
and renders them insensible to the charms of wit and genius. 
Such fellows have a very natural kind of predeliction for. that 
stupid and servile race of scholars, who are conspicuous for lit- 
tle else, than mere vacancy of thought, awkwardness of manners, 
and servility of obedience. 

From ‘such qualities a plentiful harvest of bows, the mdst 
suppliant, and offices the most ignominious may safely be anti- 
cipated. A preceptor may reasonably expect to make a very 
scrub of such a boy, before he has done with him. 

While it is the policy of academies to cherish dullness, merely 
because it is subservient to the will of preceptors and stewards ; 
and to persecute genius, because it has too much vivacity or too 


much spirit “ to fall down and worshif, not the golden, but the © 


feaden calves, that are set up for their idolatry,” let:‘no man 
send his son to such places. He had better let him herd with 
jack-asses, whose bray, senseless and discordant as it is, can 
more easily be endured, than that idiotic jargon, which we too 
often hear from preceptors anc pedants. These curious automata 
of flesh, blood and bones, would fain make you think, they 
have morals, although it were conceded that they have no drains, 
in the same way, that a steward will boast of the fatness of his 
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So, Cunning, clad with conseqguence,$ may turn 

The fire of genius, where *twill harmless burn.— 
Hail native§ genius ! thine, the power to raise 

The trifling theme to thy meridian blaze : 

Thus Homer, prince of Epic songsters, sung 

What wars arose the frogs and mice among: 

How Physignathus,* cunning elf, contrives ; 
To drown Kingt mouse, (for “ mousie” never dives ;) 
How skipping mice, the squaddy frog engag’d, 

And how the four-leg’d war in terror rag’d; 

In thund’ring verse thus Homer taught his frogs, 
(Like other people, sometimes rul’d by “ logs,’’) 

On land’s-men mice their bellowing threats to groan, 
And mice at frogs their dying curses moan.— 

The Latin master of immortal song, 

E’er yet on epic flight he soar’d along, 

Taught how the “ swarms” in busy legions rung, 
But /east of all, his “ parve culex,’% sung. 

His muse minute each bug and insect knew: 
Foretold what weather, when what currents blew, 
Whether Aquilo or wet Auster rag’d ; 

Each varying pow’r and what each cloud presag’d.— 
Another pen,|} which Clio oft inspir’d, 





geat, and the softness of his beds, when Seth are rendered 
loathsome by the insects; which infest them. 
EXPULSUS.” 

¢ It is a complaint as old as satire that its professors are too 
complying. They are content to lash general follies and to 
visit /ow life for examples, if they must particularize. But from 
men, “ drest in a little brief authority,” they turn away fricht- 
ened at that monster of modern idolatry ’yclep’d, “ Orrice.” 

§ “ Native genius :” “ poeta nacitur.” 

* « Physignathus:” the fouter. 

t “ Psycarphax,” that is, “ the crumb catcher,” was king of 
the mice. 

{ It is doubted by many whether Virgil wasthe author of the La- 
tin poem called by this name. This poem with several authorities 
from the ancients establishing its claim to Virgil (not Virgil’s to 
that, for it possesses but a moderate degree of excellence) toge- 
ther with a very good English version, was publish’d in Boston a 
few years since, by L. M. Sargeant, Esq. a young gentleman of 
great classical research. 

|| Addison, who wrote a Latin poem 6n this subject, which 
was afterwards translated by Dr. Beattie. One or other of the 
letters in “ Cr10” was his signature in the “ Spectator.” 










































THE HIVE. 


Tn deadly war the Crane and Pigmy fir’d. 

A Pigmy war! A mighty theme indeed ! 

And pigmies doom’d in Beattie’s verse to bleed !*— 
One subject more: ’tis Wolcott’s busy quill 

That trains each subject like recruiting drill ; 

His sergeant muse, so exercis’d in ryhme, 

Makes harsh with smooth and low with lofty chime, 
The watchful elf a fruitful subject caught, 

Vurs’d long ufion some fertile field of thought : 

A theme, he caught, by one propitious scratch, 
Whose feet the feet of epic line would match ;t 

In verse paraded foot to foot would join, 

With tail to eke an Alexandrine line : 

This subject, Pindar, busy rhymer, sung, 

For which King George would fain his nose have rung. 
How l...e, that fell from prince or pot-man’s pate 
Once dar’d to sprawl upon a monarch’s plate.—|| 





**T was thus the Pigmy name, once great in war 
For spoils of conquer’d Cranes renown’d afar, 
Perish’d. For by the dread decree of Heaven, 
Short is the date to earthly grandeur given, 
And vain are all attempts to go beyond 
Where fate has fix’d the everlasting bound. 
Beattie’s version. 

The following simile from the same, is notasmall compliment 
to the warriors, one of whose generals was “ full twenty inches 
long,”’ 

Such was the scene, amidst the loud alarms 
Sublime the ETERNAL THUNDERER rose In arms, 
When Briareus, by mad ambition driven, 

Heav’d Pelion huge and hurl’d it high at Heaven: 
Jove roll’d redoubling thunders from on high ; 
Mountains and bolts encounter in the sky, 

*Till one stupendous ruin whelm’d the crew, 
Their vast limbs sprawling wide in brimstone blue. 

+ I never number’d the feet of the fediculus capitis, but fer 
joeticam licentiam have imagined them to be ten. Pindar could 
doubtless add a satisfactory note on the subject. 

|| The louse I sing, who from some head unknown, 
Yet born and educated near the throne, 
Dropp’d down, 'so will’d the dread decrees of fate, 
With legs wide sprawling on the monarch’s plate ; 
Far from the raptures of a wife’s embrace ; 
lar from the gambols of a tender race, 
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Hail genius! then, whose sphere is wide as space; © 

Through worlds of worlds its bright career you trace ; 

O’er worlds of worlds its fancicd journies tend 

Nor with creation’s utmost limits end : 

At will it fashions and it peoples worlds ; 

To being raises or to nothing hurls: 

The meanest mite by genius’ plastic hand, 

°Till times swift wheels in perfect stillness stand, 

May live in verse and be as “ damn’d to fame” 

As is a Caesar’s or Napoleon’s name : 

The touch of genius consecrates the lay, 

And mice and frogs may be as ** damn’d” as they. 
(To be continued. ) 


Whose little feet he taught with care to tread 
Amidst the wide dominions of the head; 
Led them to daily food with fond delight, 
And taught the tiny-wanderers where to bite. 
Pindar’s Lousiad. 
MEDITATIONS. FOR THE HIVE. 

The cultivation of pulpit eloquence has never been an object 
of national, professional or scarcely individual attention. While 
those designed for the bar, the senate, or for political and popular 
declaimers are made familiar with all the rules, and even the 
niceties of oratorical figure, rhetorical flourishes and harmonious 
diction, those preparing for the sacred desk, from which awful ele- 
vation are to be dispensed the doctrines of light and the precepts 
of happiness, are usually content with a very slight attention to 
those graces of word and action, which hold in subjection the 
emotions and passions of human nature. They are sure to 
make themselves very profoundly skilful in all the augmenta- 
tion and polemical dogmas of the sect they embrace, to the 
neglect of those qualifications, which not only prevent sleep, 
literally speaking, but also that gee? of the soul, which is so 
much the subject of their warnings and sometimes anathemas. 
But to these general observations there have been some though 
not many exceptions. But as those exceptions are uncommonly 
rare, so they are uncommonly brilliant. | 

Blair of England, Kirwin of Ireland, and Massillon of France, 
are those of whom I most approve as pulpit orators. To shew 
by example what I have endeavoured to explain by precept, I 
will give specimens of the eloquence of each. But it must be 
remembered that these examples, preserve none of those graces 
of action, nor piety and eloquence of look, which so peculiarly 
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distinguished them. These observations will be closed by a 
specimen from Blair of that sort of preaching, which I admire: 
and which is “ profitable to direct.’ It is the important and in- 
teresting subject of 
GENTLENESS IN BEHAVIOUR. 
To promote the virtue of gentleness, we ought to view our 
character with an impartial eye ; and to learn, from our own fail- 
ings, to give that indulgence which in our turn we claim, It is 
, pride which fills the world with so much harshness and severity. 
ie | In the fullness of self-estimation, we forget what we are. Weclaim 
y attentions to which wearenotentitled. Weare rigorous to offences, 
as if we had never offended ; unfeeling to distress, as if we knew 
not what it was to suffer. From those airy regions of pride and 
folly, let us descend to our proper level. Let us survey the 
natural equality with which providence has placed man with 
man, and reflect on the infirmities common to all. If the re- 
flection on natural equality and mutual offences, be insufficient 
to prompt humanity, let us at least remember what we are in 
‘ the sight of our Creator. Have we none of that forbearance to 
A) give one another, which we all so earnestly intreat from Hea- 
ven? can we look for clemency or gentleness from our judge, 
when we are so backward to shew it to our own brethren? 
A PREACHER OF OTHER TIMES. 


NOTICES. 

Hive No. 15, page, 117, article, “ ona Valley Lily,” line 8 
from the top, “ morning due” should read morning sun ; in the — 
following line, “ rains” should be rain; dele comma, and insert 
fell instead of “ fall."—-Page 118, second line from the top, 
«“ as” should be is.—No. 17, page 129, “ Onesimus, No. 2,” 
should be Onesimus No. 3 ; page 130, line 12 from bottom, for 
“ exhilerating” read exhilarating ; page 131, line 7 from the 
top, for “ floods,” read flame. 

Having dispatched this formidable list of errors, which have 
substantial reasons to urge in their own behalf, we will barely 
say to our two worthy friends “ feccavi,” and inform them they 
shall hear more from us anon. 









; LANCASTER, PENNSYLVANIA, 
Printed and published by William Hamilton. 
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